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XIX. SONNET
On the Death of his Father
LET not the inhabitants of Hell despair,

For one's got out who seemed to be locked in ;
And Cecco 's the poor devil that I mean,
Who thought for ever and ever to be there.
But the leaf's turned at last, and I declare
That now my state of glory doth begin :
For Messer Angiolieri 's slipped his skin,
Who plagued me, summer and winter, many a year.
Make haste to Cecco, Sonnet, with a will,
To him who no more at the Abbey dwells ;

Tell him that Brother Henry Vhalf dried up.1
He'll never more be down-at-mouth, but fill
His beak at his own beck,2 till his life swells
To more than Enoch's or Elijah's scope.

XX. SONNET

He would slay all who hale their Fathers
..WHO utters of his father aught but praise,

'Twere well to cut his tongue out of his mouth ;
Because the Deadly Sins are seven, yet doth
No one provoke such ire as this must raise.
Were I a priest, or monk in anyways,
Unto the Pope my first respects were paid,
Saying, * Holy Father, let a just crusade
Scourge each man who his sire's good name gainsays.*
And if by chance a handful of such rogues
At any time should come into our clutch,

I'd have them cooked and eaten then and there,
If not by men, at least by wolves and dogs.
The Lord forgive me ! for I fear me much

Some words of mine were rather foul than fair.

1  It would almost seem as if Cecco, in his poverty, had at last
taken refuge in a religious house under the name of Brother Henry
(Frate Arrigo), and as if he here meant that Brother Henry was
now decayed, so to speak, through the resuscitation of Cecco.   (See
Introduction to Part II, p. 318.)

2  In the original words, * Ma di tal cibo imbecchi lo suo becco/
a play upon the name of Becchina seems intended, which I have
conveyed as well as I could.